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5/23/71 


fie, Mex Lerac 
New York Post 
New York, Nef. 


Dear jit, Lornsr, 


i hero jast, by accidunt, come acuross a copy of your 3/12/69 column, "Rays 
Tiistory's Logee” Lt, wul your silence with my xbouk's appearance, depreags me muah, 
And, rortind: me again of tuo problows with which a columist lives. He mst, perforce 
write of things of which ln has lictle or nu pe.'sonal imwowiedgo. If he errs, and people 
are misled or aluimlo:med, how con a reprogentutive society voally work? 


Tou begin with understandable error, having ne knowledge of yowr own, And you 
conclude with a vemericcble confession of the utter worthlesmess of writers in today's 
soclety. Perhaps you aye right, but I prefer to think not, Your words aret } 


"lo way remains by which the third party - in this case the Amexican people, white 
and black wlike — can arrive at tix: wuth it secks", 


When the institutions of society fall, who clse is t ere but the writer? 


fuui vlon, vith great difficult and cuormous cost, one does this joh, takes the 
evidence bit by bit for the firnt and only time,and none of it muvives, and the lax 
Levner’s are silent, can there be any hops for a decent society? 


On 3/12/59 you wrote, "There is no question that Ray was the killer and many 
others things that for a man of your experience I think were yvoolish. Like saying that 
becavac “ice found the whore with whom Rey slept in Portugal and learned how mich he peta 
another in Hextoo, he did an investigation, The crime was in Memphis, as 4Sute finally 
aduitted when I confronted him, not in tiexico, or Portugal. That “airtight” case of which 
you wrote never existed, That investigation of Foreman'sa of which youvwrote was never made, 
And if you weat bis woxdis on thic under oath, I have them. Nor did Huie investigate in 
“omphis, I did, after I wrote PRAMZUP, xhon it wes posedble for me to get there (you 
have no tdea how bankrupting this work really is). My book could net be titled better, 
Thers Ls not only no ease gb all against Ray, but it his belated appeals succeed, the 
goverwion:, especially the federal govermmacnt, wili break its back to avrid a trial, 


Meanwhile, we have some “liberals” who are parti pris and only to happy to joing 
& gangup — ani others who are silent, If you read my hook, as yvouuwere invited to (ana 
you wore invited to telk to me when I was in New Yor’: and nevor re. ponded) 9 you will 
Pind a recurrent phrase, the awful crime of silence. 


i dare you to read this book and not at the very least regret that colum, to challenge 
he Ou any Tuct relatiug to tle evidence, to avk yourself if society in any decent form can 
survive o system of justice \len lawyers are saddled with conflicts they cannot reconcile, 
and winen tim judge saya, "L .ece a good deal" — the bastard had a good chance of going 
free and I guve bir a heavier sentenc: than any jury would. 


You seid. the Stave spent $2,000,000 on the case, They didn't. Hoover did all the 
investigating, if that is the word. The local authorithes spent as mech keeping one sick 


Fa ? 
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man gober (after his perjury was suborned ) as they did investigating the case, 


The issue is not is Ray a good guy or bad, not even did he comAt the crime, What 
we ought be concerned witheand it bitterly disappoints me that am man like you first is 
not and then is silent- is the viability of society and the institutions of freedon, If 
whet happens? in “emphis cun hep en to Ray, to whem can it not? Innocence is presuned 
unvil guilt is proved beyond reasonable doubt and to a moral ec-tainty. 


Ther: are questions, besides issues. What wil] happen to us if all those who 
can give responsible leadership toward peace, tovard a reordering of society, are cut 
dowm whon they turn touer’ ponce? 


You wrote of tha coset of tne erime to Tenmeassce, Ask yourself rather the cost of 
the crime to tho country, beginning with that of the flames icindled by iuchoate rage 
and frustration, 

Obviously, a writer can’t read every book that comes out. But when you, om such 
issues as thiswmrite a colum like that I enclose to save you time, when the other side 
is available, if you do not owe something to your readers, do you not owe something 
to Max Lerner? 


something more than silence? 
With sincere regrets, 


Harold Weisbers 





